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being opened. It must be Raymond coming back, A moment
later the doctor heard someone in the corridor. There was a
knock at his door. It was Madeleine.

"Not in bed yet, Papa? I'm worried about Catherine. She
suddenly started a nasty hacking cough. I was afraid it might be
croup."

"Croup doesn't come on suddenly like that. Til be along in a
moment."

Some time later, as he was coming out of his daughter's room,
he felt a pain in his left side, and stood leaning against the wall
in the darkness, clutching at his heart. He did not call for help.
His brain was perfectly clear, and he could catch from behind
the door the sounds of a conversation that had just started
between husband and wife.

"I know all about his being a good scientist, but science has
made him sceptical. He no longer believes in medicines. But
how can illness be cured without them?"

"He assured us it was nothing, not even a false-croup."

"Don't kid yourself: if it had been one of his own patients
he'd have prescribed something, but because it's one of the family
he's not going to spend an unnecessary penny. There are times
when it's an awful nuisance not being able to call in an outside
man."

"But it's very convenient having him always on the spot,
especially at night When the poor old thing's no longer there, I
shall never know what it is to sleep in peace* worrying about
the children."

"You ought to have married a doctor, that's what you ought
to have done!"

There was a sound of a laugh being quickly silenced by a kiss.
The doctor felt the hand that was squeezing his heart loosen its
grip. Very quietly he stole away. He turned in, found that he
could not lie at full length without pain, and spent the night
sitting upright on his bed. The whole world was asleep. The only
sound was the fluttering of the leaves. 'Has Maria ever known

7